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Enter Richard Duke ofGloceJl er, fohu. 

N O w is the winter of difcontcnt, 

Made glorious foromer by this fonne of Yotke : 
And thccloudes that lowrd vpon our houfe, 
In the deepc bofomc of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our browes bound with vi&orious wreathes* 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums changd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadfull marches ro delightful! meafures. 
Grim-vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wringled front* 
A nd now in (lead of mounting barbed fl eeds. 

To fright the foules of fcarefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimblic in a Ladies chamber. 

To the lafciuious pleafing of a Louc, 

But I that am not ihapte for fportiue triclces. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glafle, 

I that am rudely ftampt,and want loues maieftit 
T o ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 

I that am curtaild of this fai re proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diflembling nature, 
Deformd,vnfini(ht, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfalhionable, 

That dogs barkc at me as I halt by them : 

Why I in this wealce piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnlefle to fpie my fhadow in the Sunnc, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer 
To entertaine thcfe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a viliainc, 

And hate the idle pleafurcs of thefe daies : 
r ' tr haue I laid, inductions dangerous. 




